Nothing Waste

Up there, a little hut in the high ridge,
Beside his master, sat a gloomy pup,
Away the mother dog napt at the hedge,
The dog enjoy her pup perceive

The wailing little dog to wards mother trot,
Elucidates here grief of heart and soul,
Flooding tears scatter around fret,
Little dog begins to denote here goal.

"We costly little animals to keep,

"Do nothing glory deed to our master's,

" We give no wool or skin like worthy sheep,

" Nor draw heavy cart like the stfcr^d horse, 5ff U ft

" Like poultry and duck we produce no egg,
" Nor milk like cow or meet like fatty hog,
" Like canaries and linnets sing no song,
" Amuse him not like parrots on the nog,

" Nor catch the mice or rats so well as cats,
" Nor depend house and or guard against theft
" As our cousin Towzer, like elephant,
" Or tiger if he kept, the glory left.